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SINCE now, all scruples cast away.
Your works are rising into day.
Forgive, though I presume to send
This honest counsel of a friend.
Let not your verse, as verse now goes,                     5
Be a strange kind of measur'd prose;
Nor let your prose, which sure is worse,
Want nought but measure to be verse.
Write from your own imagination,
Nor curb your Muse by Imitation:                           10
For copies show, howe'er exprest,
A barren genius at the best.
But Imitation's all the mode-
Yet where one hits, ten miss the road.
The mimic bard with pleasure sees                        15
Mat. Prior's unaffected ease:
Assumes his style, affects a story,
Sets every circumstance before ye,
The day, the hour, the name, the dwelling,
And mars a curious tale in telling:                           20
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